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How God Blessed 
Hudson Taylor 


When Hudson Taylor was twenty- 
four he went with William Burns to the 
city of Swatow to teach the Chinese about 
Christ. The only place the two young men 
could find to live in was a small room that 
had to be entered through a trap door in 
the floor of the room above. The summer 
was so hot that they could not touch the 
wall of the room. But they didn’t give up 
and go home. 

An important official Taylor healed of- 
fered to help them set up a small hospital. 
Taylor decided to make a quick trip back 
to Shanghai to get his medical supplies. 
He put his spare clothing in a box and left 
it in Swatow so he could travel quickly. 
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But troubles were in store. Reaching: 
Shanghai, he found his medical supplies: 
destroyed. Chafing at the delay, he set out 
for the city of Ningpo to borrow supplies 
from a friendly doctor there. 

On the way his servant robbed him of ev- 
erything he had and made off with it. 

He reached Ningpo and got the supplies 
—and more troubles. Some people he had 
to travel with became ill and he had to 
wait a month before he could leave. 

But God was turning all these troubles 
into blessings for His faithful missionary. 
During the month he waited in Ningpo 
he met Marie Dyer, a delightful young 
woman whom he later married. 

But he must get back to Swatow. The 
servant had robbed him of his money, but 
a Chinese friend offered to pay the fare. 

He reached Shanghai and learned that 
riots had broken out in Swatow. William 
Burns had been taken prisoner, and Taylor 
would certainly have been captured with 
him if he had been there. God had been 
delaying things on purpose! 

And the very next mail brought a check 
for forty pounds, all the money he needed. 

Some months later a missionary became 
ill with smallpox. Taylor nursed him, but 
he died. Then, because of the germs, Taylor 
had to burn all the clothes he had worn 
while treating the man. This left him with 
very little. But at that very time the box of 
clothes he had left in Swatow fifteen months 
before, and which he had given up for lost, 
reached him. 

In later years God answered Hudson 
Taylor’s prayers in large ways. When he 
prayed for seventy missionaries to go to 
China, more than seventy went. He asked 
God for a hundred missionaries in one year, 
and more than a hundred went. He prayed 
for a thousand in five years, and more than 
eleven hundred answered the call. As a re- 
sult of his labors and prayers, twenty-five 
thousand Chinese were converted during his 
lifetime, and many more thousands since 
he died. 

One of his favorite texts was, “Your Fa- 
ther which is in heaven {shall} give good 
things to them that ask Him” (Matt. 7:11). 
It would be a good text for us too. 


Your friend, 


a Wraesel 


























Dad had told him to go home at five, 


but Peter didn’t go. 





WHY PETER WAITED 


By EDGAR A. WARREN 


T FIRST Peter Webb didn’t mind at all. 
He was enjoying himself immensely 
in the Science Museum in London, that par- 
adise for all boys—and their fathers too! 
Peter and his father had come to London 
for a day, because Mr. Webb had some busi- 
ness to attend to in the city. But somehow 
they found themselves passing near the 
doors of the museum in the West End. 
“Can we go in here for a little while?” 
asked Peter. 
Dad wasn’t too sure, as there was that 
urgent visit he had to make several miles 


away. But suddenly he had a bright idea. 

“How would you like to stay in there 
looking at those model locomotives, and 
pressing the buttons to make them go, while 
1 go to Cannon Street and make my call?” 
he asked. 

Peter hesitated. He was only about ten 
years old and he wasn’t too sure about being 
left all on his own in the big city. And to 

To page 16 
The museum guide whispered something in Peter's 


car. When Peter told Daddy later what it was, 
Daddy said, “That was an answer to my prayer!" 
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With holes in her shoes and courage in her 


heart, Hazel led a lawyer to Christ. 





HAZEL’S BIG THRILL 


By ENID 


grew dropped her magazines on the 
table and collapsed wearily into a chair. 
“Everything went wrong today,’ she 
moaned. “The cardboard in my shoes wore 
through. One woman slammed the door in 
my face. Another said she couldn’t be 
bothered. Mrs. Black told me to run along; 
she didn’t want the magazines. Wasn't I 
glad for houses where no one answered! Oh, 
why do I have to sell papers anyway? It 
never does a bit of good.” By this time her 
black eyes were snapping. 

Mother had to smile at the tone of her 
daughter’s voice. “You sound desperate,” 
she said. “It isn’t as bad as all that. I know 
you and Mary work hard. But we all work to 
pay the rent and the grocery bill and your 
tuition. You need a pair of shoes, but we'll 
get these half-soled. Tomorrow will be an- 
other day and things will go better. Re- 
member, you two girls sold fifty magazines 
last week. You do so well on Saturday nights 
when the people are on the streets.” 

“Yes,” sobbed Hazel, struggling with 
her tears. “I do wish somebody would give 
me a pair of shoes or a new dress. I've 
worn this one for ages.” 

“Hazel, dear,” added Mother firmly, “al- 
ways remember we are poor, but we are not 
beggars. We'll make it some way. Don’t 
forget that you are working for Jesus, and 
people often accept Christ through reading 
our papers.” 


SPARKS 


“Oh, I know,” whined Hazel, brushing 
her hair back from her tear-stained face and 
throwing her braids back over her shoulders. 
“It would be a thrill to meet someone who 
believed because he had read a paper I sold 
him. But it won’t ever happen to me! And 
what am I going to wear while my shoes are 
being mended? I can’t go barefoot.” 

“You could wear that pair of shoes Aunt 
Alice left last summer. They are too big, but 
they are better than nothing. I know how it 
hurts our pride. Be brave and face it. Al- 
ways do your best and Jesus will help you 
win someone. Wash your face and dry your 
tears. Supper is almost ready, and you'll feel 
better after you’ve eaten. We'll all pray 
about it tonight at worship.” 

The next morning seemed brighter as 
Hazel shuffled off to school with her sister 
and two brothers. Aunt Alice’s shoes were 
so large she could hardly keep them on her 
feet, but her heart was lighter. Perhaps this 
would be the day Jesus would help her to 
win someone. 

She left her shoes at the cobbler’s and 
hurried on to school. She was pretending she 
had on new shoes until the snickers from 
the other children brought her to the sudden 
realization that they were just Aunt Allice’s 
old ones after all. Oh, how it hurt! But she 
would study hard and forget her troubles. 
The boys and girls might make fun of her 
clothing, but they could never laugh at her 
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classwork. Her grades were always the high- 
est in the room. 

The school hours passed too quickly, for 
she dreaded to sell magazines in those big 
old shoes. The Bible verse, “Lo, I am with 
you alway,” come to her mind. She resolved 
to do her part as she bravely walked up the 
steps out of the courthouse. Soon she was 
leaving a periodical in every office. How 
polite and kind the stenographers were! 
And the men folks even seemed glad to buy 
the papers. 

She had only two magazines left and was 
leaving the building when she heard some- 
one tapping on a windowpane. She turned 
to look. It was a gentleman to whom she 
had just sold a magazine, and he was motion- 
ing for her to come back. 

“Pardon me,” he said when she walked 
into his office. “I see you need a pair of 
shoes. I would like to get you some.” 

Hazel hesitated and glanced down at her 
feet. Visions of a pair of new shoes raced 
through her mind. Oh, how she longed for 
them! Then she remembered what her 


Se 


TF wont 


mother had said. She forced 
a smile and answered, 
“Thank you, sir, but Mother A ee 
says, ‘We are poor, but we f 

are not beggars.’ We'll make ; 

it some way.” 

“Not for the world would I hurt your 
feelings,” the man answered kindly. “You 
have the right spirit, young lady. You'll make 
it through life with such determination. 
But remember me. I'll buy your magazine 
whenever you have one to sell.” 

Little did Hazel realize as she tripped 
gaily to the shoeshop to pick up her old 
shoes that here was the one she would help 
to win. 

Day by day for months Hazel did her 
part selling magazines, until she was the 
best teen-age magazine seller in the con- 
ference. 

Then at camp meeting came the thrill of 
all thrills. It happened during an experience 
meeting. The speaker had asked different 
ones to tell how they had been led to accept 
Christ. To page 17 








Hazel had just left the building when she heard tapping on a window and turned to see that a 
gentleman to whom she had sold a magazine was beckoning for her to come back and talk to him. 
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RESCUED From a PIT—TWICE @ 


By MARGARET D. CLARKE 


| yoo fiery January summer sun beat down 
mercilessly upon the small Australian 
farm. Blue, the cattle dog, lay panting in the 
shade of the gum tree that seemed like a 
giant drooping in the heat. Its leaves hung 
gray and inert in the heavy, lifeless air. The 
black hens, with open beaks and spread 
wings, sought coolness under the unpainted 
tank stand, while the old brown farm horse 
nodded drowsily in the corner of the dusty 
paddock. 

Little four-year-old Jamie plodded 
through the heavy gray dust. He looked at 
the little flower garden—it was Mother's 
valiant attempt to provide a spot of beauty 
amid the arid poverty of the farm—and 
the flowers had wilted. Jamie looked at the 
vegetable garden—the family depended on 
that for food—and the cabbages and toma- 
toes and potatoes and corn were brown and 
withered. 

“Now, it would be nice,” he thought, “to 
help Mother.” Poor Mother was so busy, 
trying to do the farm work while Daddy was 
away earning some money. Jamie's brain 
was busy. “If I water the flowers, Mother 
will be so pleased, ‘cause she loves pretty 
things, and if I water the vegetables we will 
be able to eat them, and that will help to 
feed us.” 

So the little boy took his bucket, tied a 
rope to it, and went to the well. All the 
water on the farm had to be hand drawn, 
for there was never enough money to buy 
a pump. 

One bucket up and onto the flowers. Two 
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buckets up and onto the vegetables. Three 
buckets up . . . Jamie worked till his arms 
and back ached, but he kept on because he 
knew he was helping, and then—no one 
has ever known how it happened—the 
rope caught Jamie around the neck, and he 
fell into the well. Just as his feet touched the 
top of the deep, black water, his hands 
caught a rough, projecting stone, and he 
hung on. 

Up in the little wooden farmhouse, 
Mother was kneading dough. She stopped 
for a second to brush a wisp of damp hair 
from her hot forehead. 

“Jean, dear,” she spoke to her little 
daughter playing on the floor, “go to the 
door and see if Jamie is around.” 

Jean looked out. 

“I can’t see him,” she replied, shading 
her eyes against the glare reflected from the 
bare, hot earth. 

“Go and have a look for him, please.” 

In a few minutes Jean came running. 
Mother was wiping her hands on her apron 
before she heard Jean shout. She knew it 
must be urgent, for no one ran in that heat. 

“Mother, quick! Jamie's in the well. I 
heard him.” 

Mother ran. Looking down into the well 
she could see Jamie clinging to the stone. 

“Mummy, Mummy, get me out! I don’t 
want to fall into that black water and get 
drowned.” 

What could she do? What? What? What? 
There was no ladder on the farm. Ah, yes, 
the clothesline prop. Jamie could climb like 














a monkey. Mother knew that, for on several 
occasions she had had to climb like a monkey 
to rescue her little son from some dizzy 
height. 

Putting the clothes prop down the well, 
she encouraged Jamie, “Come on, dear. 
Climb up this clothes prop.” 

In an anguished tone the little boy re- 
plied, “I can’t let go the stone ‘cause I might 
fall in. And, Mummy, my hands are getting 
awfully sore.” 

Mother wondered whether she could 
reach him. She lay on the ground and 
reached into the well. Farther and farther 
she went, until her fingers were within inches 
of the lad. Farther, farther her fingers 
stretched along the sides of the well, and 
then, joy of joys, she had Jamie’s wrist. With 
a strength made of prayer, desperation, and 
mother love, she pulled him over the top. 

What a worship they had that night! 
Father, Mother, brother, sister, all offered 
thanks to God for Jamie's life. 

Eight years passed. There were floods 
and droughts and a constant battle with 
poverty. At twelve Jamie left school and 
went to work on a farm far from home. 
Sad to say, he seemed to drift away from 
God. 

He was shy about saying his prayers, 
there was no Sabbath school, and his Bible 
was neglected. Mother often wrote him 
letters that made him determined to lead a 
good life, and he knew she was praying for 
him, too, and that helped. 


The other farm hands of- 
fered to teach him to play 
cards, but he wouldn't play 
because he knew it was 
wrong, and they laughed at 
him. 

Jamie wouldn’t smoke, and the men 
called his goodness funny. He didn’t mind 
the laughter at first. But one day the cow 
kicked the bucket over and spilled all the 
milk, and Jamie swore loud and long. The 
men roared with laughter, and this time the 
laughter did upset Jamie, because all his 
intentions to be good had meant nothing. 
And all the men thought he was nothing but 
a hypocrite. 

For four years Jamie lived this unhappy 
life. But one night as he sat on his bunk, all 
alone, he had a good thinking session. He 
talked to himself. 

“I don’t know. I can’t go on this way 
much longer. I don’t seem to be able to 
stay good, no matter how I try. I feel, well, 
I feel just as I did when I fell in the well. 
I'm in the well of sin, but not drowned yet, 
because I’m holding on to the rock of ‘try- 
ing to be good.’ Mother's letters are like the 
clothes prop. They are meant to help, but 
I can't go to heaven on them.” Poor Jamie 
was feeling more and more miserable. His 





One morning the cow kicked the bucket over, spilling 
the milk. Jamie swore loud and long and all the men 
laughed at him because he claimed to be a Christian. 


HARRY BAERG, ARTIST 
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Andy's Gadget Magic 
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tears began to flow and he knelt by his bed 
and instead of talking to himself, he talked 
to God. 

“Please, God, help me. I want to be 
good. I’ve tried hard, but I keep slipping. 
Hold my hand and help me. Amen.” 

Even after Jamie had finished he stayed 
on his knees a long time, and a wonderful 
feeling of peace came over him. He felt as 
though the Lord had reached down and 
lifted him from the pit of sin. 

The very next morning Daisy kicked over 
the bucket. The men got their faces all set 
to laugh at Jamie when he would call the cow 
several names that did not sound like 
“Daisy.” 

Jamie didn’t say a word. He picked up the 
bucket and continued humming the tune of 
“A Wonderful Saviour Is Jesus My Lord.” 
The men’s eyes opened wide, and their grins 
were only half made. Jamie had a new song 
in his heart. 

Later on, Jamie went to college to train 
for the work of God. It took a long time to 
earn his way through, but the hard work did 
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not matter, for Jamie wanted to tell others 
who had fallen into the pit of sin that Jesus 
is a wonderful Saviour. 

Jamie and his wife were sent to the fever 
swamps on the northern coast of New 
Guinea. There he found people bogged 
down and completely submerged by the 
black waters of sin, but he told them of One 
who could reach down and save. He has 
labored in Australia, too, where people are 
overcome by different types of sin, but the 
Saviour can reach down for them also. 

And Jamie has helped a lot of people there 
to take hold of Christ’s hand, and he’s seen 
them lifted right out of sin’s pit. 

If you were to meet Jamie someday and 
ask him, “Pastor, what is one of your 
favorite scriptures?” he would be almost 
sure to say, “I like Psalm 40:1-3: ‘I waited 
patiently for the Lord; and he inclined 
unto me, and heard my cry. He brought me 
up also out of an horrible pit, out of the 
miry clay, and set my feet upon a rock... . 
And He hath put a new song in my 
mouth.’” 






































By LESTER E. HARRIS, JR. 


The Plant That Eats Air 


| ewgpe is a plant that takes its food out of 
the air. It drinks its water from the 
atmosphere. It takes the minerals it needs 
for building its body from the air with the 
help of sunshine. It has no roots, yet it 
grows to be a very large plant hanging from 
tree branches in Florida. 

It is called Spanish moss, though it isn’t 
really a moss at all, for it has flowers and 
seeds, which a moss never has, and it is 
a cousin of the pineapple! 

The tiny seeds are carried by air cur- 
rents for miles, finally coming to rest in 
the cracks and crevices of the bark of trees, 
especially the rough bark of the live oak. 
Here the seeds sprout and begin to grow. 
When the plant stem has stretched out for 
two or three feet, tiny yellow flowers appear 
where the leaves attach to the stem, and 
another true air plant has reached maturity 
at last. 

The scene of hanging bunches of Spanish 
moss is an interesting sight to a person 
travéling south from the northern States. It 
is the first abundant sign that he is in a 


subtropical climate where the weather is 
warm almost the year round. 

If you ever want to camp while on a trip 
to the South, Spanish moss gathered from 
the trees will make you a nice soft mattress 
to put beneath your sleeping bag. But be 
careful of Spanish moss found on the 
ground! You might get a scorpion, or rice 
rat, or coral snake in your bed, since these 
creatures sometimes hide in old moss. 

Many farmers in the South make money 
by collecting Spanish moss and selling it to 
furniture and automobile companies. These 
companies soak the moss in warm water to 
ferment away the soft parts of the leaves 
and stems, leaving the tough, inner, brown- 
ish fiber. This fiber is used as upholstery 
stuffing in making furniture and automobile 
seats. It is also very useful for packing. 
About ten million pounds per year are used. 
Spanish moss is therefore not only very 
decorative in nature but also is useful in 
industry. Even though the pineapple’s nearest 
relative is not good to eat it is at least useful 
in other ways. 


Spanish moss‘has no roots, as the picture shows. It hangs downward from large trees in Florida. 





JOHN A. DAVIDSON, ARTIST 








BOAT SURPRISES BOY 


He Thought It Wouldn't Float! 


HAROLD W. JEWKES, MV Secretary, Reporting 


EY, Dick, how'd you like to go for a 
trip mext week in the boat I made?” 
said Harold to his friend. 

“A boat you made?” sneered Dick. “Haw, 
anything you made would sink before we 
got in it.” 

“It won't either sink,” retorted Harold. 
“And I did too make it. At least, 1 and 
several other boys did.” 

“Well, let me see it,’ said Dick. 

Harold threw out his chest. “I can’t let 
you do that. It’s been shipped to Columbus 
to be put on exhibition.” 

“Exhibition nothing,’ said Dick. “You 
haven't got any boat, and you don’t want to 
admit it.” 

Harold took a deep breath. He liked 


Dick, but he saw he was going to have to be 
really patient this time. “Dick,” he said, “it’s 
this way. I'm a member of the Pathfinder 
Club. We've been making a boat, and I'd 
sure like to have you come with me to 
Columbus on Sunday morning to see it. All 
the Pathfinders of Wisconsin are going to 
get together in a big Pathfinder Fair and 
show what they've been doing. How about 
it? You'd like to come?” 

“Sure,” said Dick, and he went—and saw 
the boat—and was he surprised to see how 
well it was built! “Sure, I'll go riding in it 
with you—if you'll let me,” he said. 

Now I'm not sure that that conversation 
actually took place, but I do know that the 

To page 22 


Two Pathfinders of the Aurora club kneel beside the magnificent boat they. built. It floats! 
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Pitching pup tents is always fun, 
and it’s even more exciting when 
the wind blows, as it’s doing here. 







Early in the day the Pathfinders 
paraded around the gymnasium in 
review by high-ranking officers. 







Many clubs had prepared exhibits. 
The Raymond club won first prize 
with a beautiful display of honors. 





First prize for floats went to the 
Madison club for a scene of summer 
camp pulled by two pre-Pathfinders. 


H. W. JEWKES 











Now I must tell you the story of the 
sinking of the well, which broke the 
back of heathenism on Aniwa. The natives 
were sure it couldn’t be done, and I must 
admit I was a bit worried myself at times. 

Very little rain ever falls on Aniwa. The 
natives had learned to get along without 
much fresh water. They drank the juice of 
the coconut. They bathed in the sea. And 
they had no clothes to wash. But whenever 
water was available, they were always happy 
to have it. 

My wife and I were suffering sadly for 
lack of fresh water, so I resolved, by the 
help of God, to sink a well near the mission 
premises, hoping that a wisdom higher 
than my own would guide me to the right 
place to dig. Of the scientific conditions for 
such an experiment I was almost completely 
ignorant; but I expected to have to dig 
through earth and coral more than thirty 
feet, and my constant fear was that the 
water, if I found any, would only be salt 
water! Still I resolved to sink that shaft, in 
hope and faith that the Son of God would 
be glorified thereby. 

One morning I said to the old chief and 
his fellow chief, both now earnestly in- 
quiring about the religion of Jehovah, “I 
am going to sink a deep well down into 
the earth, to see if our God will send us 
fresh water from below.” 

They looked at me in astonishment, and 
said in a tone of sympathy approaching pity, 
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JOHN G. PATON 
MISSIONARY TO CANNIBALS 
CHAPTER 13 


% 
The Day God Sent Rain F 


“O Missi! Wait till the rain comes down, 
and we will save all we possibly can for 
you.” 

I replied, “We may all die for lack of 
water. If no fresh water can be found, we 
may be forced to leave you.” 

The old chief looked imploringly, and 
said, “O Missi! you must not leave us for 
that. Rain comes only from above. How 
could you expect our island to send up 
showers of rain from below?” 

I told him, “Fresh water does come spring- 
ing up from the earth in my land at home, 
and I hope to see it here also.” 

The old chief grew more tender in his 
tones, and cried, “O Missi, your head is 
going wrong; you are losing something, or 
you would not talk wild like that! Don’t 
let our people hear you talking about going 
down into the earth for rain, or they will 
never listen to your word or believe you 
again.” 

But I started upon my hazardous job, 
selecting a spot near the mission station and 
close to the public path, that my prospective 
well might be useful to all. I began to dig, 
with pick and spade and bucket at hand, an 
American ax for a hammer and crowbar, 
and a ladder for service by and by. The good 
old chief now organized his men in relays 
to watch me, lest I should attempt to take 
my own life, or do anything outrageous, say- 
ing, “Poor Missi! That's the way with all who 
go mad. There’s no driving a notion out of 


AD 





un From the Ground! 


ADAPTED FROM JAMES PATON 


their heads. We must just watch him now. 
He will find it harder to work with pick and 
spade than with his pen, and when he’s 
tired we'll persuade him to give it up.” 

I did get exhausted sooner than I ex- 
pected, toiling under that tropical sun. But 
we never admit before the natives that we 
are beaten, so I went into the house and 





filled a pocket with large, beautiful English- 
made fishhooks. These are very tempting to 
the young men as compared with their own. 
Holding up a large hook, I cried, “One of 
these to every man who fills and turns over 
three buckets of dirt out of this hole!” 

A rush was made to get the first turn, and 
back again for another and another. I kept 
the men to one side as they had their turn, 
till all the others in order had had a chance, 
and bucket after bucket was filled and 
emptied rapidly. Still the shaft seemed to 
lower very slowly, while my fishhooks were 
disappearing very quickly. I was constantly 
there, and took the heavy share of everything, 
and was thankful one evening to find that 
we had cleared more than twelve feet 
deep—when lo! next morning, one side 
had fallen in, and our work was all undone. 

The old chief and his best men now came 


HOMER C. NORRIS, ARTIST 
Muddy though it was, | could not resist tasting the 


water, lapping it with my trembling hand. Then | fell 
on my knees in that deep hole and praised the Lord. 











PLAYGROUND 


By MILDRED FIELDER 


We played with Lorraine on the playground, 
And swung with Christine on the swing, 

We teetered with Jerry 

And tottered with Larry, 
And climbed that old acrobat thing. 


When Mother said, "What did you learn, dear, 8 


In school with the rest of your friends?" 
We learned that to teeter 
And totter is sweeter 

Than numbers. But recess time ends! 


around me more earnestly than ever. He 
remonstrated gravely. He assured me for the 
fiftieth time that rain would never be seen 
coming up through the earth on the island 
of Aniwa! 

“No,” said he. “Had you been in that 
hole last night, you would have been 
buried, and a battleship would have come 
from Queen Victoria to ask for the Missi 
that lived here. We would have had to say, 
‘He is down in that hole.’ The captain 
would ask, ‘Who killed him and put him 
down there?’ We would have to say, ‘He 
went down there himself!’ The captain 
would answer, ‘Nonsense! who ever heard 
of a white man going down into the earth 
to bury himself? You killed him, you put 
him there; don’t hide your bad conduct with 
lies!’ Then he would bring out his big 
guns and shoot us, and destroy our island 
in revenge. You are making your own grave, 
Missi, and you will make ours too. Give up 
this mad freak, for no rain will be found 
by going downward on Aniwa. Besides, all 
your fishhooks cannot tempt my men again 
to enter that hole; they don’t want to be 
buried with you. Will you not give it up 
now?” 

I said all that I could to quiet their fears, 
explained to them that this falling in had 
happened by my carelessness, and finally 
made known that by the help of my God, 
even without all other help, I meant to per- 
severe. 

I searched for two trees with branches on 
opposite sides capable of sustaining a cross 
tree betwixt them. I sank them on each 
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side firmly into the ground, passed the 
beam across them over the center of the shaft, 
fastened thereon a rude homemade pulley 
and block, passed a rope over the wheel, and 
swung my largest bucket to the end of it. 
Thus equipped I began once more sinking 
away at the well, but at so great an angle 
that the sides might not again fall in. Not a 
native, however, would enter that hole, and 
I had to pick and dig away till I was 
utterly exhausted. 

A native teacher in whom I had con- 
fidence took charge above and managed to 
hire the men, with axes and knives, to seize 
the end of the rope and walk along the 
ground, pulling it till the bucket rose to the 
surface, and then he himself would swing it 
aside, empty it, and lower it again. I rang 
a little bell, which I had with me, when the 
bucket was loaded, and that was the signal 
for my brave helpers to pull their rope. And 
thus I toiled on from day to day, my heart 
almost sinking sometimes with the sink- 
ing of the well, till we reached a depth of 
about thirty feet. And the phrase, “living 
water,” “living water,” kept chiming through 
my soul like music from God as I dug and 
hammered away! 

At this depth the earth and coral began to 
be soaked with damp. I felt that we were 
nearing water. My soul had a faith that God 
would open a spring for us; but side by 
side with this faith was a strange terror that 
the water would be salty. One evening I 
said to the old chief, “I think that Jehovah 
God will give us water tomorrow from that 
hole!” To page 18 


























By MAXINE 


ELL, she can still smile, can’t she?” 

And on this cheerful note Aunt Mary 
entered the room. Following reluctantly was 
her almost-grown son. Merlin had con- 
sented with some hesitance to come and 
visit his little cousin, though she had wor- 
shiped him from afar for all of her twelve 
years. “I’m a big boy now, Ma,” he protested. 
“Can't you go alone to see Lanene?” But 
his mother insisted, saying, “Why, Merlin, 
what ails you? Of course, we both will go! 
And you be nice, hear?” 

































@ WHILE GRANDMA PRAYED 


RASMUSSEN 


One of Lanene’s nicest moments was 
when her big, good-looking cousin came in 
to see her and took her hot little hand 
solemnly in his. Later she was to learn that 
he was sure he would never see her alive 
again. Mother, Dad, and Granny—all three 
—had doubts that she would live after two 
doctors had given her up and a third had 
shaken his head in dismay. 

“Lanene, are you sleeping?” questioned 
Granny softly, coming into the room after 
the others had left. Quite weak now, Lanene 
only smiled as she saw her grandma enter. 
She was too weary to open her eyes for 
longer than a second, but squeezed Granny's 
wrinkled old hand as she sat by the bed. 
Too sick to see the old woman’s tears, she 
heard her as though in a far-off place, ask- 
ing, “Dear, would you like them to pray for 
you at church?” Rousing herself with great 
effort, Lanene opened her eyes again to 
smile her consent. By now talking was just 
too much work to bother with any more. 

Grandma went to prayer meeting, and 
all at once Lanene roused up. Something 
seemed strange about the room. She was 
well and strong—and hungry! 

“Mother,” she called, surprised to hear 
her own voice. Running to her side, her 
mother was amazed to hear her say, “Mom, 
I feel better all at once! Please let me go to 
the living room and get me some food. I’m 
hungry.” 


While Grandma prayed, Lanene got out of bed and 
asked Mother for food. Mother couldn’t believe it. 
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That word hungry from a girl who had 
not eaten for days was very sweet music 
to that mother, believe me. When Granny 
came in only minutes later, and heard of the 
time when the miracle occurred, she was 
overjoyed. She told Lanene that her quick 
recovery had been made at exactly the same 
time when the church prayed for her. 

Though Mom and Dad were hard to 
convince, and did not believe in Lanene’s 
God, the young girl and her granny offered 
thankful prayers to a loving heavenly Father 
who watches over even the weakest and 
most helpless of His children. 

If you should ask Lanene today, “Say, La- 
nene, do you think God really answers 
prayer?” she could say, “My dear, of course 
He does!” 

I know, for I am Lanene. 





Why Peter Waited 
From page 3 


tell the truth, Dad himself wasn’t too sure, 
either! 

“Yes, Dad,” he finally agreed. “I'll stay 
here. How long will you be gone?” 

Dad looked at the clock. 

“It’s just after four now,” he said. “I'll 
meet you at five o'clock just inside this 
door. Is that all right?” 

“Yes,” nodded Peter. “But what if you 
aren’t here by then? Should I try to find 
my way home?” 

Dad felt worried for a moment. 

“Oh, I'll be here by five, Peter. But—if 
the worst should happen, you could find your 
way home, couldn’t you?” 

“Oh, I think so. But you will be here on 
time, won't you?” 

“Of course I will.” And Dad was off to the 
underground station. 

He just missed a train, and it seemed a 
very long time till the next one came. In 
fact, by the time he finally arrived at Cannon 
Street, it was ten minutes to five. 

Meanwhile, as I said, Peter was having 
the time of his life. There were so many 
beautiful models to see and so many but- 
tons to press and handles to turn that he al- 
most forgot the time. 

Suddenly he saw that the hands of the 
clock were pointing to five, and he walked 
back to the door to meet his dad. 
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By now Mr. Webb was getting desper- 
ately agitated. He hurried through his busi- 
ness call, but it was already ten past five— 
and he was still at Cannon Street! At long 
last the train came, but it seemed to go so 
slowly. At every stop it waited much longer 
than usual, too, or so it seemed! 


Then Dad began to pray: “Dear heav- 
enly Father, please tell my boy I'm all 
right. Tell him I’m on my way. Tell him to 
wait a little longer!” And at every station 
he prayed the same prayer. 

Now Peter was worried too. What could 
have happened to his dad? Had he had an 
accident? Maybe he had better go now and 
find his way home. 

Then he noticed one of the museum 
guides standing by the door. He walked up 
to him and told him his troubles. 

“My dad left me here over an hour ago 
and promised to be back by five. Do you 
think I ought to try to find my way home?” 

The kindly man in uniform bent down 
and whispered something, and Peter felt 
better. And so when Dad eventually rushed 
in through the door, breathless and worried, 
at five-thirty, it wasn’t long before Peter 
saw him, ran over to him, and hurled himself 
into his arms. 


“Dad,” laughed Peter, pointing to the 
clock, “you told me to be sure to be waiting 
for you at five—and now yow’re late!” 

So they both laughed, and hand in hand 
they walked out of the building and on 
toward the station. 

“Peter,” asked Dad, as they walked to- 
gether, “when it came to five o'clock, why 
didn’t you try to find your way home?” 

“Well, Dad,” he said, “I began to be wor- 
ried when five o'clock passed, and I really 
did wonder if I should go home. But I 
went over to that man in uniform by the 
door and told him what happened.” 

“And what did he say to you?” 

“He said, “Your dad is all right. He’s on 
his way here now. I would wait a little 
longer if I were you.’” 

Dad was amazed. 

“Do you know, Peter, as I was coming in 
the train I prayed over and over again that 
somehow God would tell you just exactly 
what that man told you!” 

Neither Peter nor his father ever forgot 
that experience, for it proved to them how 
wonderfully God answers prayer. 





























FIND A PEN PAL HERE 


If you want pen pals, write to some of these boys 
and girls. They will be glad to get a letter from you. 


Terry E. Potts, 1133 Linden Avenue, Takoma 
Park 12, Maryland, U.S.A. Biking, swimming, stamps, 
post cards, camping, hiking, animals, music, riding 
horses, photography, oil painting, art, reading, rocks, 
gas motor airplanes, shells, old coins. 

Mary Ann Hlad, age 10. 825 West 3d Street, 
Cedar Falls, lowa, U.S.A. Stamps, napkins, rocks, 
shells. 

Arthur Cobb, age 13. Box 16, Roselodge, Oregon, 
U.S.A. Stamps, coins. 

Jack Knight, age 13. Route 1, Box 22, Otis, 
Oregon, U.S.A. Stamps, coins, souvenirs. 

Billy Knight, age 14. Route 1, Box 22, Otis, 
Oregon, U.S.A. Coins, stamps, model ships. 

jill Sgrazzutti, age 13. 241 Jefferson Boulevard, 
Riverside, Ontario, Canada. Ice skating, music, sew- 
ing. 

Donna Kizema, age 11. Box 32, Beauvallon, Al- 
berta, Canada. Reading, piano, acrobatics. 

Donald Bland, age 13. Route 3, Cassopolis, Mich- 
igan, U.S.A. Outdoor sports. 

Karen Baker, age 10. 1398 Anderson Road, Niles, 
Michigan, U.S.A. Piano, sewing. 

Sandra Marsh, age 11. Route 3, Cassopolis, Mich- 
igan, U.S.A. Rocks, singing. 

Judy McGaddye, age 12. Route 3, Cassopolis, 
Michigan, U.S.A. Singing, cooking, sewing, piano. 

Juanita Duckworth, age 12. Route 3, Cassopolis, 
Michigan, U.S.A. Singing, sewing, cooking. 

Betty Manier, age 15. 420 O’Keefe Street, Cas- 
sopolis, Michigan, U.S.A. Piano, cooking. 


Myrna Jean Baker, age 12. 1398 Anderson Road, 
Niles, Michigan, U.S.A. Piano, sewing, riding horses, 
skating. 

Shirley Welkie, Box 141, Rosthern, Saskatchewan, 
Canada. Stamps, scenery pictures. 


Glouer Opare Twum, age 12. Presbyterian Middle 
School, P.O. Box 13, Amanokrom, Akwapim, Gold 
Coast, British West Africa. Table tennis, photog- 
raphy, reading. 

Carolyn Sullivan, age 13. Route 1, Box 121, Holden, 
Louisiana, U.S.A. Cooking, sports. 

Nancy Elick, age 10. 507 L. A. Avenue, Ham- 
mond, Louisiana, U.S.A. Sewing, baking, collecting 
cactus. 

Cecil Edwin Fortner, age 15. Route 3, Fulton, 
Kentucky, U.S.A. Coins, stamps, shells, snapshots, 
post cards. 


Carole Bowen, age 13. 1606 Lockwood Road, 
Baltimore 18, Maryland, U.S.A. Piano, singing, cook- 
ing, sewing, reading, hiking. 

Carolyn Henry, Box 17, North Stonington, Con- 
necticut, U.S.A. Cooking, sewing, reading, swim- 
ming, ice skating, 4-H Club projects, photography, 
baby sitting, writing for school paper. 

Rita Whicker, age 10. 2439 Terry Avenue, Bill- 
ings, Montana, U.S.A. Stamps, reading, plastics, 
rocks, riding horses. 

David Blankenhorn, age 13. Little Creek School, 
Concord, Tennessee, U.S.A. Stamps, reading, music, 
hiking. 

Virginia Bowen, 700 Lynnwood Drive, Logans- 
port, Indiana, U.S.A. Biking, reading, nature pictures. 

Carol Lee Field, age 12. 50 South Street, Free- 
port, Maine, U.S.A. Swimming, skating, riding horses, 
reading. 

Audrey Field, age 15. 50 South Street, Freeport, 
Maine, U.S.A. Reading, riding horses, swimming, 
skating, cats. 

Asenath Jordan, age 15. General Delivery, South 
Freeport, Maine, U.S.A. Reading, writing letters. 

Elaine Kilton, age 16. Freeport, Maine, U.S.A. 
Reading, sewing, skating, swimming. 

Lina C. Superable, age 14. Polao, Tungub, Mis. 
Occ., Philippine Islands. Singing, reading. 








Hazel’s Big Thrill 
From page 5 


One well-dressed, middle-aged man 
stood, and spoke in a pleasant voice. “I live 
in Hanford. A young girl came regularly to 
my office. I bought her magazines, not be- 
cause I wanted them, but because I couldn’t 
resist her smile and plucky spirit. One 
month the cover of the magazine was partic- 
ularly attractive and it led me to glance at 
the table of contents. There I saw the title 
of an article that aroused my curiosity. I read 
it, then in my spare moments I read the 
paper from cover to cover. After that I read 


the complete issue every month, until I had 
read myself all the way into the church.” 

Hazel listened. Could she be that girl who 
had come to his office? Had she ever seen 
this man before? 

She was sure she knew the voice. She 
peered around to see his face, and she thrilled 
with excitement as she recognized who it 
was. It was the man who had tapped on the 
windowpane and asked whether he could 
buy her a pair of shoes! There was no doubt 
about it! Her mother had been right after 
all. You never know when Jesus will help 
you win someone if you live and work for 
Him. 
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You may look up the texts in your Bible to find 
the answers, then check with the answers below. 


Who Were These Missionaries? 


By BONNIE JO GOFF 


Here are three famous missionaries, and four 
statements about each one. Score yourself 20 points 
if you can identify the missionary by the first sen- 
tence, 15 if you need to use the second, 10 for the 
third, and 5 for the fourth. 

1. While | was in college | joined a haystack 
prayer meeting. 

2. My wife and | sailed to Burma as the first 
missionaries from America. 

| spent much time in prison. 

4. | worked in Burma for years before | won my 

first convert. Who am I? 


1. | am a medical doctor. 

2. | went to Africa when | was an explorer and 
a missionary doctor. 

3. While | was in Africa | found many black 
diamonds for Christ. 

4. | am buried in Westminster Abbey. Who am I? 








The Day God Sent Rain From the 
Ground 


From page 14 


The chief said, “No, Missi, you will never 
see rain coming up from the earth on this 
island. We wonder what is to be the end of 
this mad work of yours. We expect daily, if 
you reach water, to see you drop through 
into the sea and the sharks will eat you! That 
will be the end of it; death to you, and 
danger to us all.” 

I still answered, “Come tomorrow. I hope 
and believe that Jehovah God will send 
the rain up through the earth and give us 
plenty of fresh water.” 

At the moment I knew I was risking 
much, and probably incurring sorrowful 
consequences if no water were given; but I 
had faith that the Lord was leading me on, 
and I knew that I sought His glory, not my 
own. 

Next morning I went down again at day- 
break and sank a narrow hole in the center 
about two feet deep. The perspiration broke 
over me with uncontrollable excitement, 
and I trembled through every limb when 


18 { JUNIOR GUIDE 


1. | was born in Paris, Maine, in 1829. 

2. | went to Switzerland as a missionary. 

3. At the age of twenty-one | was a talented 
preacher, and a leading writer for the ‘Review and 
Herald.” 

4. | was the first missionary that was sent out by 
the Seventh-day Adventist Church. Who am I? 


Samson 
By ENOLA CHAMBERLIN 


Underline the correct word in the parentheses. 

1. The Philistines planned to (feed, bind, kill) 
Samson. (Judges 16:2.) 

2. Samson took the (doors, keys, windows) of 
Gaza. (Judges 16:3.) . 

3. Samson said if he be (bathed, shaved, combed) 
his strength would go. (Judges 16:17.) 

4. The Philistines bound Samson with fetters of 
(iron, gold, brass). (Judges 16:21.) 

5. Samson’s hair (fell out, turned gray, grew 
again) after it was cut. (Judges 16:22.) 

6. Samson took hold of the (front, middle, rear) 
pillars. (Judges 16:29.) 


ANSWERS 
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the water rushed up and began to fill the 
hole. Muddy though it was, I eagerly tasted 
it, lapping it with my trembling hand, and 
then I almost fell upon my knees in that 
muddy bottom as my heart burst in praise 
to the Lord. It was water! It was fresh 
water. It was living water from Jehovah's 
well! True, it did have a little taste, but 
nothing to speak of; and no spring in the 
desert, cooling the parched lips of a fevered 
pilgrim, ever appeared more worthy of 
being called A Well of God than did that 
water to me. 

The chiefs had assembled with their men 
nearby, and waited on in eager expectancy. 
It was a rehearsal, in a small way, of the 
Israelites coming around while Moses 
struck the rock and called for water. By and 
by, when I had praised the Lord and my ex- 
citement had calmed a little, the mud being 
also greatly settled, I filled a jug, which I 
had taken down empty in the sight of them 
all, and ascending to the top, called for them 
to come and see the rain that Jehovah God 
had given us through the well. They closed 
around me in haste, and gazed on the 
water in superstitious fear. The old chief 
shook it to see if it would spill, and then 














touched it to see if it felt like water. At 
last he tasted it, and rolling it in his mouth 
with joy for a moment, he swallowed it, and 
shouted, “Rain, rain! Yes, it is rain! But how 
did you get it?” 

I repeated, “Jehovah, my God, gave it out 
of His own earth in answer to our labors 
and prayers. Go and see it springing up for 
yourselves!” 

Now, though every man there could climb 
the highest tree as swiftly and as fearlessly 
as a squirrel or an opossum, not one of 
them had courage enough to walk to the 
side and gaze down into that well. To them 
this was miraculous! 

Finally they agreed to take firm hold of 
one another by the hand, to place themselves 
in a long line, the foremost man to lean 
cautiously forward, gaze into the well, and 
then pass to the rear, and so on till all had 
seen “Jehovah’s rain” far below. It was 
comical, yet pathetic, to stand by and watch 
their faces, as man after man peered down 
into the mystery, and then looked up at me 
in blank bewilderment! When all had seen 
it with their very own eyes, and were “weak 
with wonder,” the old chief exclaimed, 

“Missi, wonderful, wonderful is the work 
of your Jehovah God! No god of Aniwa ever 
helped us in this way. The world is turned 
upside down since Jehovah came to Aniwa! 
But, Missi,” continued he, after a pause that 
looked like silent worship, “will it always 
rain up through the earth, or will it come 
and go like the rain from the clouds?” 

I told them that I believed it would al- 
ways continue there for our use, as a good 
gift from Jehovah. 

“Well, but, Missi,” replied the chief, 
some glimmering of self-interest beginning 
to strike his brain, “will you and your 
family drink it all, or shall we also have 
some?” 

“You and all your people,” I answered, 
“and all the people of the island may come 
and drink and carry away as much as you 
wish. I believe there will always be plenty 
for us all, and the more of it we can use, the 
fresher it will be. That is the way with 
many of our Jehovah's best gifts to men, and 
for it and for all we praise His name!” 

“Then, Missi,” said the chief, “it will be 
our water, and we may all use it as our 
very Own.” 

“Yes,” I answered, “whenever you wish it, 
and as much as you need, both here and 
at your own houses.” 


The chief looked at me eagerly, fully 
convinced at length that the well contained 
a treasure, and exclaimed, “Missi, what can 
we do to help you now?” 

I was thankful, indeed, to accept the 
chief's assitance, now greatly needed, and | 
said, “You have seen the well fall in once 
already. If it falls again, it will cover the 
rain from below which our God has given 
us. In order to protect it for us and for our 
children in all time, we must build it round 
and round with great coral blocks from the 
bottom to the very top. I will now clear out 
the hole and prepare the foundation for this 
wall of coral. Let every man and woman 
carry from the shore the largest block he 
can bring. It is well worth all the toil thus 
to preserve this great gift Jehovah has 
given us.” 

Scarcely were my words uttered than the 
natives rushed to the shore with shoutings 
and songs of gladness, and soon every one 
was seen struggling under the biggest block 
of coral he dared to tackle. They lay like 
limestone rocks, broken up by the hurri- 
canes and rolled ashore in the arms of 
mighty billows, and in an incredibly short 
time scores of them were tumbled down for 
my use at the mouth of the well. 

Having prepared a foundation, I made 
ready a sort of bag-basket, into which every 
block was firmly tied and then let down to 
me by the pulley—a native teacher, a faith- 
ful fellow, cautiously guiding it. I received 
and placed each stone in its position, doing 
my poor best to wedge one against another, 
building circularly, and cutting the stones 
to the needed shape with my ax. 

When finished, the wall was about three 
feet thick, and I guarantee it to stand till 
the coral itself decays. 1 worked without let 
up, for fear of any further collapse, till I 
had raised the wall about twenty feet. Then 
feeling secure, and my hands being dread- 
fully cut up, I told the chief that I would 
rest a week or two, and finish the building 
then. But the chief answered, “Missi, you 
have been strong to work. Your strength 
has fled. Rest here beside us and just point 
out where each block is to be laid. We will 
lay them there; we will build them solidly 
behind as you did. And no man will sleep 
till it is done.” 

With all their will and heart they started 
on the job, some carrying, some cutting and 
squaring the blocks, till the wall rose like 

To page 22 
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Vi—In Prison and on Trial 


(MAY 11) 


MeMorY VERSE: “Then Peter and the other 
apostles answered and said, We ought to obey 
God rather than men” (Acts 5:29). 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


Read in Acts 5:17-40 about the apostles’ im- 
prisonment, their escape, how they were 
brought on trial before the high priest and 
were finally released. Learn the memory verse 
and review it daily. 


SUNDAY 


Arrested Again 

Open your Bible to Acts 5. 

Have you ever heard the expression “to lose 
face’? It’s something no one likes to do. It 
means to lose the respect of others. 

As the priests and rulers saw the growing 
interest in the gospel the disciples were daringly 
preaching, they were desperately afraid of “los- 
ing face.” Why, if this continued the whole 
Temple system of worship would have no ap- 
peal for anyone and the priests would be a 
laughingstock! 

They had tried once to stop it and had failed. 
This time they must be firmer and really put 
an end to the whole dangerous thing, they told 
one another. In verses 17 and 18 read what they 
did first. 

Then they went to bed satisfied. Tomorrow 
they would deal with these fanatics! But while 
they slept strange things were happening down 
at the prison. Find what they were in verses 19 
and 20. 

For further reading: The Acts of the Apos- 
tles, p. 78, par. 3; p. 79. 

THINK how Satan is always looking for op- 
portunities to stop the work of God. 

Pray that you may not be discouraged by his 
attempts to stop you from doing His work. 


MONDAY 


The Mystery of the Missing Prisoners 

Open your Bible to Acts 5. 

The rulers had told the disciples never to 
preach again. But the angel of the Lord who 
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had delivered them had said, “Go, stand and 
speak in the temple to the people all the words 
of this life.” Which authority did they obey? 
Read verse 21, first part. 

Unaware of what was going on in the part of 
the Temple where the disciples were, the Jewish 
dignitaries gathered in the council room. Evil 
intentions were in their hearts. 

“The priests and rulers had decided to fix 
upon the disciples the charge of insurrection, 
to accuse them of murdering Ananias and Sap- 
phira, and of conspiring to deprive the priests 
of their authority. They hoped so to excite the 
mob that it would take the matter in hand, and 
deal with the disciples as it had dealt with 
Jesus.”—-The Acts of the Apostles, p. 80. 

With these wicked motives in their hearts, 
they sent for the prisoners and settled down to 
await their arrival. The minutes passed. What 
delayed them? they wondered. There was a 
scurry of footsteps outside the council chamber 
and a servant entered with a report. Read this 
report in verse 23. 

What could this mean? What trick was this? 
The priests frowned. 

Then came another message. Read this one 
in verse 25. 

So they had dared to preach again! The rulers 
were more infuriated than ever! 

For further reading: The Acts of the Apos- 
tles, p. 81, pars. 1-3. 

THINK how the disciples chose obedience 
to God as of more importance than obedience 
to an earthly power. 

Pray for faith and courage to choose the right 
authority. 

TUESDAY 


Before the High Priest 


Open your Bible to Acts 5. 

The disciples had been preaching for some 
time in the Temple that morning. They had 
found eager listeners to whom the words of 
Christ brought hope and freedom, happiness 
and peace. 

But suddenly an interruption occurred. In 
verse 26 find who came from the council to ar- 
rest them and how they did it. 








While the disciples were full of faith and 
courage, the officers were full of fear. These 
disciples had the confidence of the people, and 
the captain and officers knew that if they 
showed any violence the people were likely to 
rise up against them. 

As the disciples quietly accompanied the offi- 
cers to the council chamber, they thought again 
of the words of Jesus: “Take heed to yourselves: 
for they shall deliver you up to councils.’”’ This 
was it! But what else had He said? “Take no 
thought beforehand what ye shall speak, neither 
do ye premeditate: but whatsoever shall be given 
you in that hour, that speak ye: for it is not ye 
that speak, but the Holy Ghost” (Mark 13:9, 
11). 


They did not have to fear. They did not even 
have to plan. The Holy Ghost would take care 
of things! 

Now they were in the prisoners’ stand before 
the high priest and his supporters. Read his 
words of accusation in verse 28. 

For further reading: The Acts of the Apos- 
tles, p. 81, par. 4. 

TuH1nkK of Christ’s promise to be with those 
who suffer for Him. 


ssary for His sake. 


a Pray to be ready to meet persecution if nec- 


WEDNESDAY 


Peter’s Bold Reply 


Open your Bible to Acts 5. 

In eight brief words Peter, speaking for all 
the disciples, told the assembly why they had 
ignored the command to discontinue preaching 
the gospel of Christ. Repeat or read those eight 
words found in verse 29. 

And then the accused became the accusers. It 
was not they—the daring disciples—who were to 





MENTE AFTER DORE 


The angel led Peter out in the night. Were the guards sleeping, watching powerless, or what? Check! 


be blamed, but the rulers in the Temple—the 
ones who had by their scheming and plotting 
put to death the Son of God. Facing the high 
priests, the rulers and officers, Peter boldly 
showed them their true position. Find what he 
told them in verses 30-32. 

The Holy Ghost had taken over, as Jesus had 
said He would. There was power in Peter’s 
words. Look in verse 33, first part, and see how 
the men were affected by Peter's reply. 

Yes, they were cut to the heart, but they did 
not repent. Read what they intended to do in 
verse 33, last part. 

For further reading: The Acts of the Apos- 
tles, p. 82, from line 4 to the end of par. 1. 

THINK how the Holy Ghost took charge of 
the difficult situation in which the apostles 
found themselves. 

RESOLVE to let the Holy Ghost take charge in 
the crises in your life. 


THURSDAY 
Gamaliel to the Rescue 

Open your Bible to Acts 5. 

So angry were the Jews that they were ready 
even without going to the Roman authorities 
to have the disciples put to death immediately. 

But God had His messenger of mercy even in 
that prejudiced, hate-filled assembly. Find who 
he was and what was done to the apostles in 
verse 34. 

He warned the Jews to be careful what they 
did to the apostles. Then he reminded them of 
two uprisings that had recently taken place and 
petered out. Find the names, in verses 36 and 37, 
of the men who led these uprisings. 

And then he put forward a suggestion—a 
piece of reasoning that all had to agree was 
sound. 
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So they decided to let the prisoners go. Per- 
haps this movement would just die out of itself, 
as Gamaliel had suggested, but they would at 
any rate give the disciples some punishment, 
something that would discourage them from 
continuing to preach. They would have them 
beaten and issue a warning to them not to speak 
again in the name of Jesus. 

And this they did. 

For further reading: The Acts of the Apos- 
tles, p. 82, pars. 2, 3; p. 83. 

THINK how Christ has His spokesmen in 
councils that meet to stop the work of God. 

Pray for all who meet opposition and perse- 
cution for Christ’s sake. 


FRIDAY 


Review this week’s lesson with these ques- 
tions, looking up the answers to the ones you 
are not sure of. 

1. How did the priests and rulers try to stop 
the preaching of the gospel? (Acts 5:17, 18.) 

2. How were the apostles saved from this 
predicament? (Acts 5:19.) 

3. On their release, what command did the 
apostles proceed to carry out? (Acts 5:20, 21, 
first part.) 

4. In the meantime, what was taking place in 
the council chamber of the Temple? (Acts 5: 
21, last part; 25.) 

5. What interruption occurred as the disciples 
were preaching in the Temple? (Acts 5:26.) 

6. What accusation did the high priest make 
against the disciples? (Acts 5:27, 28.) 

7. Repeat the principle that all true 
tians must follow, as Peter expressed it. 
5:29.) 

8. In what words did Peter turn the accusa- 
tion against himself into an accusation of the 
Jews? (Acts 5:30-32.) 

9. With what suggestion did Gamaliel turn 
the decision of the assembly from sentencing the 
apostles to death? (Acts 5:35-39.) 

10. What did the assembly order to be done 
to the apostles before finally releasing them? 
(Acts 5:40.) 


Chris- 
(Acts 





The Day God Sent Rain From 
the Ground 


From page 19 


magic, and a row of the largest rocks were 
laid round the top, bound all together, to 
form the mouth of the well. Women, boys, 
and all wished to have a hand in building 
it, and it remains to this day a solid wall of 
masonry, the circle being thirty-four feet 
deep, eight feet wide at the top, and six at 
the bottom. I floored it over with wood 
above all, and fixed the windlass and bucket, 
and there it stands as one of the greatest 


material blessings God has given Aniwa. 

The water level rises and talls with the 
tide, though a third of a mile distant from 
the sea, and when, after using it, we tasted 
the pure, fresh water on board the Day- 
spring, the latter seemed so insipid that | 
had to slip a little salt into it before I could 
enjoy it! All visitors are taken to see the 
well as one of the wonders of Aniwa, and 
an elder of the native church said to me on 
a recent visit, “But for that water during 
the last two years of drought, we would hav 
all been dead!” 

Very strangely, when the natives them- 
selves later tried to sink six or seven wells 
in the most likely places near their villages, 
they either came to coral rock, which they 
could not pierce, or found only water that 
was salty. And they said among themselves, 
“Missi not only used pick and spade, but he 
prayed and cried to his God. We have 
learned to dig, but not how to pray, and 
therefore Jehovah will not give us the rain 
from below!” 

(To be continued ) 





Boat Surprises Boy 
From page 10 


Pathfinders of Wisconsin held their first 
fair a while ago, and that boat really was 
there. And it wasn’t the only surprise of the 
day. There were floats and exhibits all 
around the gymnasium, and all of them 
showed that Wisconsin Pathfinders had 
been doing a lot of good work. 

There was a parade to start the day’s 
activities, and in the afternoon there were 
contests in tent pitching, slow bicycle rac- 
ing, marching, first aid, and knot tying. 

Oh, it was a great day. The Pathfinders 
of Wisconsin are on the march! 
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1. In the days before the Flood there roamed in what 
are now Arctic wastes many large mastodons and 
woolly mammoths whose bones and even flesh and 
skin have been frozen for us to see. 2. Of the living 
elephants the African species is the largest. It weighs 


up to six tons and may be eleven feet high. 3. The 
Asiatic species is a bit smaller. The ones in Ceylon 
have no tusks and the ones from Siam, Malay, and 
Sumatra are of lighter build. Only the male Indian 
elephants have tusks and even some of these do not. 














4. The large ears, high back, and rough trunk dis- 
tinguish the African elephant from the others. The 
Asiatic elephant’s ear is similar to the map of India, 
and it has a double bump on top of its head. 5. 
Almost all the elephants in zoos and circuses are of 











7. The trunk of the African elephant has two little 
fingers on it, while the Asiatic has one. The trunk is 
really the nose, and the elephant breathes through it. 
8. In a herd of elephants near the Burma-India bor- 
der, two females separated from the rest and walked 
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the Asiatic species since they are more gentle and 
easy to tame. 6. The trunk of the elephant is its 
most unusual feature. Because its neck is short and 
its legs clumsy, the elephant’s trunk fills many needs. 
It can lift a log or remove the pit from a small fruit. 


quickly away in the gathering dusk. 9. A short dis- 
tance away they entered the tall elephant grass on 
an island formed by the ox-bow bend of the river. 
Wild boars dashed away, and the two cow elephants 
proceeded unchallenged to the center of the island. 





